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is a pity you have to come back just now. How I'd
love to see Florence again and the country round!
I did so love it long ago. I remember catching butter-
flies wildly across hedges and ditches at Fiesole and
distressed Squidge quite unable to follow. Young
ladies hadn't found their legs in those days, and mine
would have been quite up to the mark—even in these
days!
In times of war it is better to have at least six
different banking accounts, all under different names !
and all in different banks, though it is awfully hard
not to mix cheque-books.
If I die in a hurry, there will be a real old treat
for the heirs. I did not tell you about this before
because I did not want to worry you, but it's all right
now.
My garden work is beginning to repay. Peas are
six inches high and new seeds are coming up every day.
I have a pink carnation in bud which I am watching.
We've had a spell of fearfully dry weather and a scorch-
ing sun, but to-day we had a nice soft rain, and the
sun is now shining again, so the garden will be great
to-morrow.
Irish is going ahead. I am beginning to get hold of
more useful words. Half the difficulty comes from
there being no grammars or modern literature. Every-
thing Irish having been smashed up in each generation
since Elizabeth of England's reign, the language never
seems to have got consolidated into a complete whole.
Some of the words exist in four or five different forms,
and each little district is wildly keen to stick to its
own form. I am just through the whole of O'Growney
and can write composition and read a bit and talk a
little. Were it any other language I could talk quite
well, with the knowledge I have of words and grammar,
but the idioms and exceptions to every rule are endless.

